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over-eating and over-sleeping. It was a luxury to allow
oneself to feel mildly ill. Lounging against the rail we
watched children playing on the wharf below. We amused
ourselves by dropping coins and ten-cent notes on to the
quayside, and waiting to see how long it would be before
they were noticed and picked up. It was remarkable that
hardly any of the children and dock-labourers who found
the money looked up to see where it had come from—
either because they feared it might be reclaimed, or from
a natural piety which accepted all Heaven's gifts without
question. One coin landed near a very dirty little boy of
four or five years old—so near that it seemed certain he
must have seen it. But, for a long time, he made abso-
lutely no move, except to glance furtively to left and
right. Then, very slowly, without ever looking downward,
he worked the coin over the ground with his toe into a
position from which he could pick it up. Having pocketed
it he rose to his feet and toddled off with an air of extreme
unconcern. The perfection of his technique—so matter-
of-fact that it wasn't even sly—was one of the most
shocking things I have ever seen in my life. It told the
whole story of the coolie's animal struggle for existence.
The Norwegian ex-captain told us yarns of Spitsbergen,
where he had once navigated the ice-breaker Krassin, and
of his fights with Chinese pirates, as a customs officer, in
Bias Bay. He and the Italian officers got on very well to-
gether. He played operatic airs on the piano in the saloon,
and the Italian captain sang in a fine fruity tenor. He
could also give a really marvellous imitation of a hen
laying an egg. The Italian captain was one of those hand-
some, hook-nosed men who talk about women as if they
were a kind of wine, or a choice brand of cigar.
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